NO   EAR   FOR   MUSIC

but soon other heads were seen bobbing about, and now
they are so numerous you can scarcely see the stream
for the swimmers. After all, le mobisme is merely the
.desire to be in the fashion, that is to say, the fashion set
by the cultured few, the cognoscenti. What harm in it
when the fashion is for things beautiful? There could
be no question about The Bodley Head books. They
were beautiful and the sum-total of the artistic beauty
of the world has been notably increased by them and by
those others, their successors, to whom The Bodley Head
pointed the way.

The making of a beautiful book is a highly skilled
affair and demands great technical knowledge. Of this
technical knowledge, Lane was completely innocent.
But he knew what he wanted; he visualized clearly the
result he aimed at. That is something. It is, indeed,
a great deal, but it is not all. Frederic Chapman knew
much, Herbert Jenkins knew more and Basil Willett
more still about the technical side of book-production.

There was one form of art quite beyond John Lane's
ken. Of music, it must be confessed, he did not know
the elements. It was no fault of his. Nature had
denied him an ear, and he was incapable of distinguishing
'Home Sweet Home1 from 'God Save the King'. I
remember going one Sunday afternoon to an At Home
at Lancaster Gate Terrace at which Adolphe Hallis,
the well-known pianist, was to give a recital. There
was a great concourse of guests, but as soon as the music
began Lane crept from the room and did not reappear.
When, at length, I went downstairs to take my departure,
I discovered Lane sitting huddled up in the morning-
room as a man taking refuge from a storm might cower
under a hedge. An expression of preternatural gloom
brooded upon his countenance and he betrayed those
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